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him, his descriptions of them are often tinged with
a whimsical humour that might lead a stranger
in reading them to suppose otherwise. A home-
letter of July 11 is a typical instance of this.

Children's Service u a.m. which I took, while Bobby
(Dr. Roberts, Master of Cams) read the Lessons. Bible
classes 3 to 4, most excellent for learning to keep the
temper ; everything conspired to tear one's hair out this
afternoon. The room is too trying. It is a converted
Battersea shop with the wall broken down so as to throw
shop and back parlour into a longish low room with a
window at the far end into which the sun pours. The
heat was trying because you can't get a draught through
and the window has been shut all the morning. The
floor is of deal boards, the furniture naked wood forms
and chairs and trestle-tables. The room is excellent for
sound, having a resonance of its own, so that a book
dropping makes you screw up your eyes and clench your
teeth till the vibrations die away. Well, all the boys like
to keep things going, so they wear iron sole-protectors
and upset anything within reach to see how you take
it. They are about 10 in a class and they have younger
brothers in the street outside. The street is divided from
this sounding-box sort of a room by a window boarded
up inside about 8 ft. up, and of course the shop door.
The door has a key-hole through which the younger
brothers watch their elders and criticize their work, or
else they deliver funny but imaginary messages from ' our
Mother,1 or they will fibble and scrabble till they get
something to drop through the key-hole into the shop,
then there's a rush to see what has appeared. Inside all
this time, besides things falHng about, and the French
blindman's buff game at guessing who the last person
was that squeaked a message through the key-hole, one
will be asleep after a big Sunday dinner, another pro-
tecting sweets in his pocket from his neighbour with his
mouth full, another will be readiftg * Scraps' folded up
quite small in the palm of his hand, two more perhaps
.preparing an empty form's downfall with their feet, and
if things begin to flag a bit outside, two or three will